66 TheTragedyof Othello 

Oth. I would haue him nineyeares a killing; a fine woman af a - 
Woman,afweetewoman. ’ re 

I tfg- Nay you muft forget. 

Oth. And let her rot and perifh , and bedamb’d to night, for ft 
(hall not liue ; no, my heart is turn d to ftouejl ftrike it,and it hurt' 
my hand : O the world has not a Tweeter creature, fhe might lie bv 
an Emperours fide, and command him taskes. ' 

lag. Nay that’s not your way. 

Oth. Hang her, I doe but fay what fhe is; So delicate with her 
needle, an admirable mufition, O fheewill fing the fauageneffc 
out of a Beare ; of fo hye and plentious wit and inuention. 
lug. Shee’s the worle for all this. 

Oth. A thoufand thoufand times : and then of fo gentle a con- 
dition. 

lag. I, too gentle. 

Oth. I that’s ccrtaine,but yet the pitty of it lago, thepitty. 
la. Ifyoubefofond ouer her iniquity ,giue her patent to offend, 
for it it touches not you, it comes neere no body. 

Oth. I will chop her into meffes— cuckold me ! 
lag. O tis fbule in her. 

Oth. With mine Officer. 
lag. That’s fouler. 

Oth. Get me fome poifon I a go , this night Tie not cxpoftulate 
with her, left her body and beauty vnprouide my minde a gen , this 
night l ago. 

lag. Doe it not with poifon , ftrangle her in her bed , euen the 
bed (lie hath contaminated. 

Oth. Good, good, the iuftice ofit pleafes very good. 
lag. And for Cafsio;\et me bee his vndertakcr ; you fhall hearc 
more bv midnight. A T *utnpet. 

Enter Lodouico,D efdemona,<wd Attendants. 

Otb. Excellent good : 

What Trumpet is that fame ? 

/ ag. Something from Venice fure,tis Lodouico , 

Come from the D uke,and fee your wife is with him. 

Ltd* 
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• The Moore of Venice. 6j 

led. God faue the worthy Generali. 

Oth. With all my heart fir. 

Loi. The Duke and Senators of Venice greeteyou. 

Oth. Ikiffe the inftrument of their pleafures. 

Dtf. And what’s the newes good coufen Lodouico > 

j a „ i a m very glad to fee you Seignior : — welcome to Cypres. 

lod. I thanke you, how does Leiutenant Cafsio > 

far. Lines fir. 

j)‘ef. Coufen, there’s falne betweene him and my Lord, 

An vnkind breach,but you fhall make all well. 

Oth. Are you fure of that ? 

Def My Lord. 

Oth. This faile you not to doe, as you will. — 

Lod. He did not call,hee’s bufie in the paper : 

Is there diuifion betweene thy Lord and Cafsio? 

Def. A moft vnhappy one, I would doe much 
Toattone them, for the louel beare to Cafsio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftorie. 

Def. MyLord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Defd. What, is he angry ? 

Lod. May be the letter mou’dhim; 

For as I thinke,they doe command him home, 

Deputing Cafsio in his gouernement. 

Defd. By my troth,! am glad on’t. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Def. MyLord. 

Oth. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def. How fweete Othello ? 

Oth. Diuell. 

Def I haue not deferu’d this: 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be beleeu’d in Venice, 

Tho I fhculd fweare I faw’t : tis very much, 

Make her amends, fhe weepes. 

Oth. ODiucll.Diuell, 

If that the earthcould teeme with womens teares 
Each drop fhe falls, would proue aCrocadile ; 
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